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It grins insolently and sickeningly with triumph over
a mere hand at cards.   It scowls ferociously at in-
offensive   strangers,   screams   "You're   a   bore!"   at
prattling callers, and twists and writhes, lights up or
fades out, falls into a sodden mass of depression,
glitters with mischief, gapes or grins or glares, at every
fresh turn the conversation takes. It transforms every
hour into a benefit performance by a bad actor of the
old school, strutting and mouthing insanely in the
limelight. A talking ape with a megaphone could not
produce a worse caricature of its master.  While the
company I am in is staring at this monstrous show,
I sit there innocently behind it all, an unassuming
fellow with nothing but a pleasant little rise and fall
of emotion, entirely forgetting that this awful travesty
of my mind is taking place until some strange mis-
understanding bids me remember how grotesquely
and unhappily I am situated.   Am I alone in my
trouble or has there been a general misdeal of faces?
Perhaps there are other unfortunates for whom the
situation  has   been  reversed, who find themselves
possessed of the most towering emotions, yet cannot
make their passion felt because their faces refuse to
express anything beyond a slight feeling of annoyance
or a tranquil pleasure.  If there are any such persons,
I should like to meet one of them for the purpose of
comparing our baffled sensations and of finally form-
ing and consolidating a friendship. We could at least
enjoy one another's faces.